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talks of the intercourse arising from our meeting as any-
thing beyond the effect of chance and civility: but these
braggings break no bones, and are always a compliment
to the person of whom the discourse is held, though the
narrator means it to himself; for no one can suppose the
affectation of intimacy can be assumed unless from an
idea that it exalts the person who brags of it. My little
folks are well, and I am performing the painful duty of
hearing my little boy his Latin lesson every morning;
painful, because my knowledge of the language is more
familiar than grammatical, and because litSe Walter
has a disconsolate yawn at intervals, which is quite irre-
sistible, and has nearly cost me a dislocation of my
jaws."

In answering the letter which announced the acquisi-
tion of Abbotsford, Joanna Baillie says, very prettily:
"Yourself and Mrs. Scott, and the children, will feel
sorry at leaving Ashestiel, which will long have a conse-
quence, and be the object of kind feelings with many,
from having once been the place of your residence. If
I should ever be happy enough to be at Abbotsford, you
must take me to see Ashestiel too. I have a kind of
tenderness for it, as one has for a man's first wife, when
you hear he has married a second." The same natural
sentiment is expressed in a manner characteristically
different, in a letter from the Ettrick Shepherd, of about
the same date: "Are you not sorry at leaving avid
Ashestiel for gude an* a\ after having been at so much
trouble and expense in making it a complete thing?
Upon my word I was, on seeing it in the papers."

That Scott had many a pang in quitting a spot which
had been the scene of so many innocent and noble plea-
sures, no one can doubt; but the desire of having a
permanent abiding-place of his own, in his ancestorial
district, had long been growing upon his mind; and,
moreover, he had labored in adorning Ashestiel, not only
to gratify his own taste as a landscape gardener, but William Clerk.a-ome months every.no small interest in Scott's eyes was. me not a Hide. From being^well acquainted with a
